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PREVIOUSLY 


Hundreds of years ago there was nothing. But 
then there was something because of a Big 
Bang which, like all explosions, made a bunch 
of stuff, but in this case it was the universe. So 
there was a lot of matter and anti-matter and 
photons and probably quasars and 
phonograms and green lanterns and trons and 
antitrons. Some of those probably got together 
and exploded into stars, which are just big balls 
of constant explosions. And others got together 
and made planets which are balls that are not 
constantly exploding. So those planets didn’t 
do much, but ours created plants and things 
and then little single-celled amoebas, who were 
like “fuck this! Single cells suck!” So they grew 
more cells and became fish and then fish were 
like “fuck this wet shit!” and flopped onto land 
and grew lizard legs. They got hella huge and 
became dinosaurs which ran around being 
pretty cool. But then an asteroid hit the planet 
and killed them all because dinosaurs were 
stupid and hadn’t created missiles to shoot 
down asteroids. Luckily though some dinosaurs 
survived but they got smaller so there was less 
of them to hit when asteroids came and they 
grew hair because asteroids created winter. 
These dinosaurs had now become humans. 
This is called “evolution.” They also grew 
opposable thumbs so they could hold tools 
which is how masturbation was invented. With 
the invention of masturbation, humans realized 
they had so much to live for and so they set out 
to create environments which would extend 
their lives, giving them more time to 
masturbate. The first man-made domicile was 
called a “jack shack,” where people go to jack it 
free from the distracting elements and their 
moms. Soon people decided to live in these 


fark chacrle all tha tima avon whan nnt iaclingn 


Ohhhhh 
man. 


aS — 
i It was his 
whe poneed second nh — 


Jon's V-Card was at college She smelled 
a stage combat like cocoa 
major named Cara, | butter! 
with a C, rhyming : — y'know a 
with air and EN what, he should 
not are. a tell it. 


Cara had a roommate who 
was having a hard time being 
45 minutes away from home 
for the first time. 


So Heather, a friend of 
Cara's, let us use her 
room instead. 


Just a little 
music for 
you guys. 


Slogging up a 
sad wet beach 
a) Looking for r 
the towel 
Where | think | 
left my keys 
This is the little 
J) lakeside town dJ 


Where dreams get 
sunburn and drown 


Everything is awful! 

ay) Everything is awful! 
Everything is 
awfully awful 


a 


Oh, fuck, 
is that 
Esteban? 


; never come back. 
It wasnt our room, 
right? We couldn't 
tell where the music = 
was coming from. So we just 
kept going. 


I's like England 
everywhere 
d I¥'s like England Ay) 
every day 


Awful — just awful 


A) Everything just JJ 
completely awful. 


And that’s how | lost my 
virginity to the shimmering, 
dulcet tones of England’s 
own Esteban. 


| manage 


| know, to get her 
right? So bad. bra off, to 
So bad. undo the — 


was about 
the extent of 
foreplay. 


So — SO, okay. 
Esteban crooning 
away like a dying 
otter. 


: 
| pushed. And then — 
So she, yknow. She 


grabs me and pulls 
me forward. 


N 


i 


This is just the worst 
place in the world J 


And youre here all by 
yourself 


Except for me 
Imhere J) 
And it's awful 


So that was that. 
We were fuckin. 


” How did 


you know when 
to stop? 


But the second 
time you — 


oH 


Yeah. The second 
time was just as... 


VAL | 


anticlimactic. |j 


Sy 


>. 


hom 


Well... 
didnt. 
first time. | 
didnnnnit... 4 


everyone. 


Esteban 
stopped, So | 
figured that was 
punishment 
enough for —— 5 
L_— 


| 


7 


Oh, shit, yeah, | 


that third time, 
forget about it. 4 


The 
third time | 
shot So hard | 
blacked out for 
a second. 


And, god, did that 


P George — 
lori who almost = 
I 


I oe, 


Amanda, with the weird 
periods, who had to 
change her name. 


-. 


Uh — you know any 
girls named — 


— yeah, once, 
in fact, | did — 


this wasnt her, this 
was a guy named 
George. 


Wow. " 
Wow. You slept 
with a guy. 


Well, dude. 


And ... and 
what? | was 
looking. 


— you just 
fuck dudes? 


r Is alllllll my fault 
oh-oh-ohhhh-oh 


We hooked 
up Friday night - 
Saturday morning 
and then it was 
Sunday night - Monday 
morning and... 4 


I'm not gay as a going 
concern, | just — 


For people like 
me. Like us. | got so bad there 

for a while I'd have tried 

anything. He was in my 


movement class and... 


What was it 
like? Who, ahh — 
how did — which 

of you — 


..we didn't know 
how to stop. 


..1 gotta go to 
work ina few | 
hours. hs 


Well, look. It’s 
late. Why don't 
you, uh — 


What if 
you stay? 


sorry. God, 
the time just — 


I've looked 
for you every 
day of my life. Or, 
since | was, what, 
thirteen, fuck, 
whatever it 
was and... 


worried that if | 
dont go home 
tonight | am never, 
ever, going to go 
home again. 


4 


It had been 55 ey ( Yeah Can | — do you — 
hours. It was — do you text? Do 
you have a phone? 
A = — 
(i) 
w 


— & 


- 


> 
Ww & = tf 
— — it was SO] 
ahell of a 
first date.  — ——————————— 


This is 
the worst. 


Right? Just the 


worst. The 
waiting. 


I dont 
even know —I mean 
why | — so what, right? 
He calls, he 


doesn't call, who 
cares if — 


— wait, that’s 
bullshit. He can 
get to the Quiet. 
He has to -- 


@Qc 


Mr. Cumworld (ugh) 


Fi Mr. Cumworld (ugh) 
ME 


HEY 
| was worried you 
were never calling 


Qc 


Mr. Cumworld (ugh) 


wai | 


Mr. Cumworld (ugh) 


hah. no, sorry. 

work stuff. 

you're kind of all I’ve 
been thinking about. 


Qc 


‘Mr. Cumworld (ugh) 


Aww, 
{ gentle jesus, 


not again — 
Mr. Cumworld (ugh) \ 
Fi god | hate my job ae. 
hey we've just 
texted all day. 


| think you like me. 
take me out tonight 


Well, 
; ee Later, 
ae if this keeps 
This isnt what = going well, and 
you can close 
the deal. 


| thought you 
meant. 


First name 
basis? Really? 


| suppose 
| just feel like, 
yknow — this 
place, it’s a part 
of all that stuff 
and... 


| was a 
valued 
customer 


..4 told you a lot 
of stuff over the 
weekend and, | dont 
know, | told you almost 
everything, y'know? 
And you didn't make me 
feel dirty or weird 
or wrong... 


Shit, | must 


: | brought 
\ have stolen... 


it all back. | walked out 
The stuff | with tons of shit 
didn't bury from here for 


ES 


| literally 


ist ha in the years. 

mu. ive 

stolen hundreds woods, | oan why. 
ee stesl anything 
of dollars of pay 


porn from this 
place over the 


Video booths? 
We can watch 
pornos here? 


Aren't you 
a librarian or 
something...? 


Yeah, | ‘ 
never really . Oh 
got the point of ; Joooooonnnnmn... 
these. Like — Cy : 
Just take it 


home. I's got your 


boner queen in it 

and it won at the 

Cans Film Festival 
in 1991, 


YAZMINE ST. COCA 


Jesus 
this thing is Undo 
expensive — your belt. 


We all love a 
Hard-On Fink 
fucking but since 
youre Hard-on 
Fink | assume 


Shoot upon 
me! Show me the 
life of the miiii 


Thisis 
great. It’s like 
cutting out the | 
middleman. 4 


=| EE - 


| feel like | can 
mA do anything. 


What do 


a Were not each other. } 
youmean? | 


alone We can do ] 
anymore. , essa J 
Right? <a 


) Please 
| don't run away 
screaming 
but— 


‘ 2 lives ful of sex onal 
He was right, y . sadness and weird shit 
yknow. ; ~ and distance, and then 
we aay: - 


— Suddenly, there he 
was. There we were. 
Me and this guy. 


This fucking guy. 


j I mean, it’s a 


library. Theyre 
foreclosing on a 
library. 


And, like, maybe ( 
I'd at least understand ; Yeah, that 


if there was a tenant waiting place fucking 


Is the bank, to go into the space, but f sucks... 


basically. theyre just gonna knock 
it down and try to Sell it 
as a lot. . 


So we gonna 
do this, or are you 
gonna stare at 
balls all night? 


All right, 
all right... 


Up 


So here Suzie starts ’ j See, we were giving an 
singing “Fat Bottomed ea { interview, Chip and|, 
Girls” by Queen. | ae and we started joking 
Legally, though, that about do 9 a musical 
was an issue. 


Iurac ineta 
And as we’ve now hit 
our male lead in the 
face with a dildo, we r 
figured — why not? Bottomed Girls” by 
rise miy rugs y EC Queen because it’s 
¥ kind of the 


S$ We reached out to d 
the band’s 
representatives 
the second we 

/ came up with the ? 

, 


We even had to send 
in script pages and 
everything. Just think 
— BRIAN MAY might 
have read this page 
before you did. 


— ‘Fat Bottomed Girls” [i 
[) was when | knew | 
a loved you. ley 


In case you were 
i) wondering, babe — 


= 4 


¢ Anyway we were 
willing to pay to use 
the lyrics, assuming 
it wasn’t TOO 
 crazy-expensive, Maybe for 
but we just couldn’t ¢ the trade, 
} get the license #f we'll see. 
' arranged in time. } 


a 


Best pipes ) 


[ Itwould’ve 45 
been fun. ty 


, Anyway, , 
so. 


£ always 
wanted to 


shoot a real 
musical number 


— back when | made | 
videos and stuff. — 


Never had 
the chance. 


wen er ee 


S—Aa__ 


those two bits 
are okay. 
ee 


know! Wonder if ) 


“BANNED 
BY ITUNES! 
SUED BY 
QUEEN!” 


Pleeease! 


We just keep 
throwing 
awesome-fuel 
on the hit-fire. 


ae 


Hang on, 
almost 
done. 


+ 


~ ROUND! 


Here she ww 
shouts the last > 
bit, annnnd: f 


—E 


Freddie 
Fuckin’ 
Mercury. 


So, here’s a 
weird idea... 
© 


No, it’s 
not butt 
stuff. | — 


I'm thinking 
about your library, 
and your books and 
stuff, right? 


And I'm thinking 
about you and me 
and Cumworld. 


The store 
or — 


-- No, 


no, the... 


the thing we do. 
“The Quiet.” 


The bank. 


Where 
would we — 


Fuck the bank. This isn’t 
even a drop in their bucket. 
They spend the library's 
mortgage every month on 
cookies in the lobby 
people don’t eat. 


But we just 
take what you need. 
From the bank and 
then your library — 


You just give 
it right back. You 
guys are paid off 
and we... 


..we just pretty 
much committed a 
victimless crime. 


How the hell 
do you rob a 

bank? We do it in 
the Quiet, 


Suzie. 


What's the 
worst that can 
happen? 


the 
money you 
need? 


a 
Pretty sure the 
bank is the victim in 
that scenario. 


Y gi; 


bh oS 


on 
fe) 
c 
aS] 
c 
S 
= 


LETTER DADDIES 


SEND YOUR THOUGHTS, SEXUAL QUESTIONS, AND NAUGHTY SELFIES TO EMAILTHESEXCRIMINALSGGMAIL.COM 
YOUR TYPOS ARE YOUR OWN AND WILL BE RUN AS RECEIVED 
ALL MAIL ASSUMED OK TO PRINT UNLESS STATED OTHERWISE 


‘SUP PERVS and welcome to the 
big fat ass part of SEX CRIMS #3. 
That’s how all the cool people 
say it now. “Sex Crims.” Like how 
all the cool people just call “The 
Price is Right” ‘Price.’ Exactly like 
that. Only all the money denomi- 
nations on our giant wheel are 
.69¢ and EVERYBODY gets to 
bang Drew Carey. 


So as | write this there is no 
promise that SEX CRIMINALS will 
be available via iTunes/the Apple 
store/purchasable directly on iOS 
devices. This bums us here at 
Team SEXCRIMS out as, y’know, 
iPhones are shiny and Apple 
users tend to be first-adopter 
types into things like digital 
media and such. Presumably it’s 
a content issue; | hope, as of this 
particular Sunday morning in 

late October, that the title snared 
someone’s attention and they are 
simply dotting I’s and crossing 
T’s before saying okay. It is, after 
all, provocatively titled and | can 
understand that a little care and 
consideration are in order. 


In a perfect world our material 
would be available always to 
everyone in every conceivable 
format sold by informed and con- 
scientious retailers. In the actual 
world, however, I’m readying a 
press release with the headline 
APPLE SCREWS SEX CRIMI- 
NALS. 


We love you. Stay sexy -- and 
safe! -- but mostly sexy. 


Oh and -- for fear of sounding 
disingenuous or twee, you have 
no idea how much your kind 
words and support mean to us. 
M&C 


You're a dirty mutha fucka. 


Roland Bondoc 


On the contrary, Roland. After 


getting my nipples pierced, 
hygiene is a priority to prevent in- 
fection and abet healthy healing. 


| have first-hand knowledge that 
Matt’s nipples are clean. Did you 
know that saliva is a natural dis- 
infectant? -CZ 


Hi, guys, 

I’m really enjoying the book so far! 
When | was growing up, finding 
porn in the woods was a fairly regu- 
lar experience, to the point where 

it became somewhat mundane. 
When | was about 10, a friend and 

| found some forest porn along the 
trail between the trailer park we 
both lived in and the school, where 
the pages had been torn out of a 
magazine, then carefully placed 
into a duo-tang folder. We initially 
picked it up because we thought it 
might be someone’s homework... 
which | suppose it was in a manner 
of speaking. At the time, it didn’t 
seem that unusual: why wouldn’t 
pictures of naked people come in 
duo-tang folders? Looking back 

on it, it seems like maybe it was a 
primitive form of AdBlock software: 
someone had gone to the trouble of 
tearing apart their spank material to 
ensure that they didn’t have to see 
any pages of naked people selling 
things between the pages of naked 
people just hanging out. 

In the same place in the woods, 
about two years later, we found a 
Playgirl magazine, fully intact, and 
even then we were pretty sure this 
wasn't targeted at “girls” so much. 
Now that I’m grown, married, and 
have access to high speed Internet, 
I’m thinking of bundling my old print 
porn together and leaving it in the 
woods somewhere, but I’m afraid 
someone will catch me, and in this 
enlightened modern age, send me 
to jail FOREVER. 


Keep up the great work! 
Adam Drew 


| think there is a debt upon all 
men and women of a certain age 


and persuasion to pay the porn 
forward. | dream of burying a 
fucking underground facility of 
porn out there somewhere, like 
the goddamn hatch in LOST. 


!am the porn in the woods. -CZ 


The summer before | went off to 
college, | worked at a summer camp 
in the North Georgia mountains. 
Naturally, in the evenings, all the 
counselors would pair off and go 
where ever to go hook up. One 
night, my girlfriend at the time and 

| went off into the woods. As we 
started fooling around, we heard a 
rustling sound come from out of the 
trees. 


She started to get a little paranoid, 
so | reassured her that we were 
alone. 


“It’s probably just a golf cart driving 
by to check on the campers. Don’t 
worry about it.” 


So we continue. But as we do, the 
rustling continues with us. And it 
gets louder. And it gets faster. Next 
thing | know, | look up and see a gi- 
ant brown furry blur about 30 yards 
away and come right for us. 


“Bear!” 


We both bolt up and run in opposite 
directions. | don’t know if you’ve 
ever encountered a bear before, but 
you're instructed that the last thing 
you ever want to do is run from it. 
You’re supposed to stand as tall as 
you can and make as much noise 
as you can to scare it away. But let 
me tell you, when a bear is charg- 
ing right at you, remaining still and 
screaming at it is the last thing on 
your mind. 


Of course the bear decided to chase 
after me, and as | ran past a set of 
nearby trailers, the bear ran on the 
other side. | managed to lose when 
| stopped running and the bear kept 


going. 


SEX TIP: Role playing can help spice up 
your sex life. Pretend to be someone 


Next thing | did was backtrack to 
find my girlfriend in tears and think- 
ing that | had been eaten by a bear. 


Needless to say, we broke up 
shortly afterwards. 


Ethan G. 


(CHIP: CAN YOU DRAW AN S&M 
STYLE BEAR COMING UPON 

A NECKING COUPLE IN THE 
WOODS HERE?) 


Fuck you, you draw it. 


Dear fellow sex badgers, 


| was unable to get a copy of Sex 
Criminals #1 (so far) in print so had 
to resort to a digital copy in the 
meantime. SO GLAD | DID! | was 
laughing a ton throughout the entire 
first issue, especially when | got the 
idea of this is how Saved By The 
Bell should’ve went. Still finding my- 
self curious about the white suited 
people. Moreso just what the suits 
are made out of because that could 
result in one sticky wicket. Thankful- 
ly | was able to get a copy of issue 
2 today and wound up loving it just 
the same, if not more, than the first 
issue. Biggest laughs were definitely 
the Black to the Pooper sign and the 
“cue Benny Hill music” because | do 
that a lot in comics without prompt- 
ing and was glad to see it for once. 
The art and color of this book is truly 
my favorite out there right now. It’s 
so colorful and fun to look at the 
smaller details in the background 
that | just enjoy every page of the 
story. 

| do have two sex questions: 

1) If you shoot off a load in the 
woods and no one is around to hear 
you, will Matt or Chip wind up being 
behind you? 

2) | may have missed it in the sec- 
ond issue but was curious if there 
would be a Mrs. Assfire reference in 
another background in a later issue. 


Jordan Miller 


SECRIM #4 -- it’s been even more 


hipped up now, sorry -- starts to 
parcel out information a bit on 
who the Sex Police are and where 
they come from. More, as they 
say, will be revealed... 


1) Why would you be beating off 
in the woods? Just, like, turned 
on by trees or something? I don’t 
get it. | have trouble with the 
premise. There are bugs in the 
woods. Wait are you into bugs? 


2) Good note. 


If you shoot off a load in the 
woods a new Matt or Chip will 
grow where it lands. -CZ 


Dear Sex Criminals, 

When | was 15 | found a plastic bag 
full of porn magazines buried in the 
woods under a bunch of leaves. 
They were all soggy and disgusting 
from being out there for so long, 

so | did what any teen would do, | 
brought them home, enjoyed them 
for a bit while keeping them a secret 
from my parents, and then eventu- 
ally brought them back to the woods 
to re-bury. It was the only time I’ve 
ever owned porn. 


Cameron Cooper 


“Enjoyed them for a bit” is a 
great euphemism. Even better 
than “hung with Mr. Cooper” or 
‘rented out the bouncy house.’ 


“Enjoyed them through my bits.” 
-CZ 


With the proliferation of iPad and 
iPhones and the ease to which porn 
of all types can be found online, my 
generation will probably be the last 
group of young boys to find porn in 
the woods. 


| was 12 when | stumbled across 
my first crumpled and damp book 
of wonder. It started in McDonalds 
and, well, that’s also where it ends. 
| finished my Happy Meal and 
looked through the plastic leaves 


who's good at sex. 


and branches of the fake shrubs 
that separated the booths. | looked 
through the leaves and saw a naked 
lady. A naked lady in McDonalds! 
Who takes porn to a McDonalds? 
Who leaves porn in a fake McDon- 
alds hedge?! And why was it damp? 
WHY WAS IT DAMP?! 


Scott Ferguson 


| was given a PENTHOUSE in 9th 
grade. | put it in my backpack. 
Keeping things super-casual, 
when | got to school, | THREW 
MY BACKPACK INTO MY LOCK- 
ER AS HARD AS | COULD which 
shattered the fruit punch juice 
box in my lunch, which soaked 
the PENTHOUSE with fruit punch, 
giving the magazine the heavy 
scent of paper and, y’know, Hi-C. 
The pages were warped and 
tinted slightly pink. 


You work with what you have. 


To this day Matt can’t get an erec- 
tion without someone dousing 
his junk with fruit punch. 


| could write a 75-page-long letter 
about the greatness of “Sex Crimi- 
nals,” but a lot of that letter would 
just be autobiography and apologies 
to Jeff Parker and that kind of shit, 
SO | will confine myself to the 2 
points that | most want to address. 


first kind-of-cable-TV thing was 
ONTV. What was it, 1980? 1983? 
Anyhow, late at night ONTV would 
show somewhat-censored pornos - 
no penetration was shown, but they 
did have allow fairly explicit vag- 
licking-type stuff, so big ups for that! 
My family did NOT have ONTV, but 
the thing was, it was broadcast on 
a UHF channel and scrambled for 
non-subscribers, but if you finessed 
the TV’s Antennae just so, you could 
get it pretty clear, at times. 


Now, obviously | beat off to this a 
fucking ton. Like, when | wasn’t jerk- 
ing to Sandahl Bergman’s standout 


SEX TIP: 15% minimum if the servicing was 
average. A gratuity of 18% will be added for all 
sex parties of 8 or more. 


scene in All That Jazz on Betamax 
or something. And now, you have 
shown that beautiful, kinda-scram- 
bled kinda-porn TV screen ina 
comic. Sirs, you deserve a thousand 
salaams! 


Yours always, 
John Velousis 


That is the weirdest movie to 
beat off to EVER. | mean -- look, 
you want to beat off to ‘Cold 
Hearted Snake,’ that, at least, | 
understand but... like you have to 
fast-forward through SO MUCH 
of ALL THAT JAZZ to get to that 
scene. Can | just say that the 

Roy Scheider driving himself to 
death stuff, NOT harshing your b 
at all makes you, John V., a TRUE 
BONER HERO? Because it’s 
true. You are. 


It was simple: 


The skinniest, weasliest kid in my 
grade 7 class somehow got his 
unworthy little hands on a flashy, 
new-car-smell issue of Penthouse, 
and told the rest of us that he’d 
show it to us in the woods behind 
the school over the lunch break that 
day. 


Six or seven 13-year-old boys 
descended on the clearing in the 
woods. The fight lasted about 
exactly 45 seconds: a barroom free- 
for-all in which all of us, and | mean 
all of us - nerds every last one, not a 
single instance of participation in an 
athletic event between us - fought 
each other like animals for right and 
title to a single article of pornogra- 
phy, beating the holy stuffing out of 
one another with not a single word 
spoken, except by the poor kid 
who’d brought the magazine in the 
first place, and *could not believe* 
what was happening, and tried to 
talk us out of it, while we destroyed 
his prize, and ourselves, right in 
front of him. 


The Penthouse in question was 


ripped into so many pieces in the 
course of that 45-second fight that 
to this day, | remember the ass and 
labia of a lady posed against the 
clear blue sky, but have no idea 
what her body or face looked like 
above the waist, because she’d 
been bisected through the midsec- 
tion. | hung on to that shred, and a 
few other shreds, and limped home 
broken and bleeding and hid them 
- yes, it’s true - under my mattress, 
until | worked out that taping them 
to the underside of my sock drawer 
was way smarter. Because every- 
one knows that mattress trick. 


Matt Brown 


David Goyer -- who has the best 
Porn in the Woods story I’ve 
ever heard -- tried convincing 
me to put together a PORN IN 
THE WOODS themed anthology; 
stories like this make me think 
he’s right. 


You fucking animal. 


First off before | talk about mas- 
turbating, | just wanted to say that 
this is an amazing comic series that 
you two have created. You two are 
easily in my top 5 heroes (right after 
Andre the Giant, Hawkeye, and 
Uschi Digard). 

Anyways back to important things, 
like masturbating. 

| was a late bloomer and one night 
something came over me. | decided 
| was tired of feeling like the only 
one not in this exclusive club (meta- 
phorically that is, | am still trying to 
get a masturbation club started). So 
| locked myself in my room, put my 
dick in a sock (at the time | thought 
it had to be covered), and | went at 
it. After | ejaculated | felt true nirva- 
na... until you know | was called to 
dinner. | scrambled to put my pants 
back on and get this jizz covered 
sock off my penis. Needless to say | 
went to dinner and it was the start of 
the rest of my pathetic masturbation 
fueled life. 


Bowen West 


You had me at “at the time | 
thought it had to be covered.” 


An open-air ejaculation could kill 
you and everyone you love. -CZ 


First off I'd like to give a huge thank 
you for the term “blimping” which | 
have disseminated widely among 
my friends. | wouldn’t mind some 
clarification on how “Candle in the 
Wind’ actually works - is the man 
basically thrusting through the gap 
in the window? 


Secondly, thank you for perpetu- 
ating my reputation as a sexual 
deviant as | vainly attempt to explain 
the plot to non-comic book readers 
so they can discover the joy of your 
wonderful narrative for themselves. 


Lastly, thank you for the illustration 
of the anatomical location of the 
clitoris in issue 2’s letter section, | 
had a good long giggle during work 
hours. 


Lots of love, 
Erin 


It’s more like using the open 
window as a... well, not quite 
Glory Hole, but Glory Slot, made 
of glass. 


Hey Team Sex Criminals, 


I’ve got a “Porn In the Woods’ story 
for you. 


So one of my parents works at an 
elementary school, which is pretty 
awesome because when you’re a 
kid you get a playground to yourself 
during summer. Which allows shit 
like this to happen. 


One day, my brothers and | threw 

a frisbee on the roof of the school. 
During our efforts to get it back we 
noticed there was other cool shit 

up there as well, big rocks, deflated 
soccer balls and WAY far in the mid- 


dle was a magazine. We couldn't 
tell what it was yet, but once we got 
a stick long enough and slid it over 
to us, we were PUMPED. Of course 
we were all too young to really get 
anything out of it, but BOOBS, man. 
THERE WERE BOOBS. We passed 
it around for awhile, then hid it ina 
pile of logs not terribly far from the 
school, where it remained for at 
least a year. 


Until either: 

a) someone found it 

b) one of my older brothers figured 
out what it was really for. 


Looking back it raises so many 
questions, it was a catholic elemen- 
tary school, Why did someone feel 
compelled to bring porn to it? Why 
was it on the roof? Did it like, fall 
from the sky? 


Oh well, such is the magic and mys- 
tery of porn in the woods, | guess. 


Alex 


One semester in college, | left a 
porno tape in my VCR, and when 
| returned from break it was gone. 
Meaning: someone on custodial 
or residence life was tossing 
rooms in our absence looking 
for porn, found the tape, and 
gambled the embarrassment of 
reporting said tape stolen would 
outweigh the desire for its return 
and they were right. 


Meaning: it’s always the fucking 
janitors. 


I’ve loved both issues so far. I’ve 
sadly only had the chance to read 
them on my cellphone since my 
LCS won't carry them (I'll be order- 
ing the trade though). I’ve talked to 
the owner and asked him why and 
he mentioned that one angry mom 
on a slow news day could ruin his 
business if he put a book with that 
title up on the self. We live in the 
South, so that’s slightly understand- 
able. | tried to explain to him that 
after reading the first issue | felt that 


SEX TIP: The butthole can be a great 
source of pleasure and poo. 


was one of the points mixed in with 
the humor of the book: the idea that 
“sex” is a bad word and something 
we shouldn't talk about. He ignored 
that and said that having “sex” in the 
title is just lazy and that there was 
something more market friendly that 
you should’ve called your series. | 
thought and told him that the only 
thing that came to mind to me was 
the David Wilcox song “After Your 
Orgasm” which is probably slightly 
more salacious than “Sex Criminals” 
to see on the wall ata LCS. | was 
wondering what your thoughts were 
on his criticism of your series and if 
you are experiencing that in more 
places than you expected? 


Oh, and the Jeffy porn store escape 
in issue 2 was great! 


Kevin McVicker 


I’m from the south, and l’ma 
parent, and I’ve worked retail, so | 
understand. Hope the latest issue 
of WHATEVERMAN where some 
dude gets his face and arms 
ripped off while the girlfriend 

is raped and or killed sells like 
gangbusters for him. 


Glad you were able to find the 
book eventually and sorry for all 
the hassle. 


Let me say, too, that imagecom- 
ics.com sells digital comics 
DRM-free and in the format of 
your choice; Comixology sells it, 
too, for reading on its apps and 
platform; lastly, www.comicshop- 
locator.com can help you find 
other stores near you. Many great 
shops offer full online shopping 
now, too. 


Look, you want lazy? “So my 
new comic is about a man who 
dresses like a bat. Let’s call it 
Batman!” -CZ 


Hi | am a child whose mother 
bought a physical copy of Sex 
Criminals, and thus was not 

shielded by the loving arms of 


corporate censorship. My delicate 
toddler sensibilities were shocked 
and appalled by your comic, and | 
have a few questions. 


1. | think you spelled “come” wrong. 
Spelling is hard, | get that. But it 
should be COMEWORLD, which is 
a cool name for an amusement park 
because it seems very welcoming, 
but yours didn’t seem to have any 
cool rides? Maybe work on that. 


2. Why Sex Criminals? The criminal 
part is cool, but then..sex? | don’t 
even know what that means. Maybe 
try something cooler, like Bee 
Criminals. 


3. Who’s your favorite Transformer? 
Mine is Heatwave, the Rescue Bot 
who transforms into a firetruck and 
saves people. 


Love, 
Atticus S. 
aged 3.5 


1) Not on the cover! 


2) You’re right. I'd read BEE 
CRIMINALS. 


3) the gay one 


Is ur mom hot y/n -CZ 


When | was 11 yrs old, my buddy 
Dave and | lived out on the edge 
of town near a wooded area, far 
enough away from the closest 
houses to make it feel like we were 
nowhere near civilization. We used 
to wander out there to explore, 

but little did we know that what we 
would actually discover would be 
our manhood. Our manhood in the 
form of a giant garbage sack full of 
porno mags. 


This wasn’t any normal stash of 
dirty books, either. This was a 30 
gallon trash sack, the kind they 
use for lawn clippings. And it was 
crammed full of the filthiest, hard- 
core skin mags money could buy in 


SEX TIP: When there was only one pair of 
footprints that’s when you were just crazy bouncin’ 


on my big ol' rod. 


the early 1980s. At that age, | had 
already born witness to Playboy, 
and maybe even Penthouse or two 
at that point. But their airbrushed 
bodies and soft-focus lenses bore 
no comparison to what we found in 
this sack of depravity. It was filled 
with magazines | had never heard of 
- the kind they sold only at the weird 
bookstore downtown. The kind that 
would make even Larry Flynt blush. 
| saw penetration. | saw fluids. | saw 
things going into to other things that 
my 11 yr old mind could simply not 
comprehend. It was a sexual awak- 
ening, all at once, out in the woods. 
| became a man, and the woods 
were my sexual playground. 


We spent the better part of the next 
few months in the woods spanking 
it, reading sexy sex letters, ogling 
our treasure and furiously spanking 
it again. And we never, ever told 
anyone about our miraculous find. 
We moved it several times, lest 

the original owner came looking 

for their lecherous library. We kept 
watch. We remained silent. And still, 
nobody came for our sack. We were 
the kings of pornography in central 
Kansas. 


Every once in a while we’d remove 
a periodical of note from our stash 
and show it to other guys at school. 
They’d holler in disbelief and beg us 
for more, but we hoarded our stash 
like two depression-era hobos with 
a box of shiny apples. No one could 
know how much we had. No one 
could have our apples. 


Alas, the rainy season came........ 
and our garbage bag was not the 
watertight system we had assumed 
it was. Our smut became soggy, 
but for all the wrong reasons. The 
books became heavy with moisture 
and the pages began to fall apart en 
masse. Quickly, | arrived at the only 
logical conclusion - a hairdryer. We 
had to salvage our find. It could not 
die, not like this. 


| did an impromptu recon mission 
of my house and found my parents 
were not yet home from work. 


Dave and | dragged and pulled our 
beloved hefty bag into my basement 
and immediately got to work, blow- 
drying pornography. We blasted our 
bawdy books with hot air, watching 
our beloved pages curl and wrinkle. 
And then, all at once, it came crash- 
ing down. 


As we got down further into the 
black abyss of the bag, we made a 
horrifying discovery. Ants. Ants were 
everywhere. Ants had infiltrated 

our indecent collection and created 
some kind of colony that thrived on 
pornography (and biological matter, 
| assume). It was though our sinful 
thoughts had somehow given life to 
these demonic creatures, and they 
were scurrying all over the devil’s 
creation. And now they were all over 
my parents’ basement, too. 


There was no choice at this point. 
Exchanging sad glances, we knew 
it was over. We picked up our ant- 
infested sack o’ girlie mags and 
headed back out into the field. We 
abandoned our find, right where we 
had found it. Perhaps it had mate- 
rialized there just for us. Perhaps 

it was only meant to be ours for a 
short moment in time. Whatever the 
explanation, that time had past, and 
nature was reclaiming the graphic 
depictions of sex it had so gener- 
ously bestowed upon us so many 
weeks ago. 


No longer would we be the good 
time guys at school. No longer 
could we smugly elevate ourselves 
from hoping to catch a glimpse of 
nipple in the lingerie section of the 
Sears catalog. We were now just 
two regular kids, in the days before 
the internet, with no more hardcore 
pornography between us. Our 
CumWorld was gone. And we had a 
basement full of ants to kill. 


Keep up the hilarious work, fellas. 
Mark from Seattle 
Literally the only thing that would 


make this story better would be if 
your parents came home to find 


your dead bodies covered with 
ants, pornography, and hairdry- 
ers. 


tl;dr -CZ 


So. I’m a bigger dude, dating a simi- 
larly larger person. All of my sexual 
experiences are with thinner women 
(HOW SAD FOR ME) so can | get 
any tips for chubby-on-chubby? 
What positions to try, tips and tricks, 
would be grand. 


Thankfully, we’re taking things 
slowly so by the time this would 
appear, we probably won't have 
boned yet. 


Alex K. 


Well the good news is, y’know, 
shit’s still in the same place and 
all that so you got that going for 
you. Honestly, I’m not sure that 
it’s that much different than ANY 
relationship, pre-sex-but-inevita- 
bly-sexual -- there’s all kinds of 
shit to learn, things to practice, 
cheat codes to pick up. 


| had a relationship once that 
had a long pre-sex period but 
was sex-inevitable and we filled 
that wait with lots of talk. Phone, 
email, texts, whatever -- commu- 
nication. Anyway when we finally 
got together there was a lot of 
ground work laid, somehow, 
and a degree of comfort and... 
like prescience, almost. Our first 
physical time wasn’t really our 
first time and that made all the 
difference. 


Anyway I suppose any advice I'd 
have would be, in your taking-of- 
it-slow, maybe try to get fucking 
filthy as advance work. So when 
you do finally get in bed togeth- 
er... it’s not like you’re George 
Mallory. The rest, the biology 
and anatomy of it all, that should 
come easily enough. To me the 
hard part, ho ho, is the what do 
you like? of it all. That’s the tough 
bit, the nervous bit, the fun bit. 


SEX TIP: Nipple clamps are excellent for 
keeping nipples in place. 


Oh and use a condom. 


Damn, two issues in and already 
Sex Criminals feels like better sex 
education than the sort | had in high 
school. | wish I’d read this when | 
was busy feeling ashamed of my- 
self. Maybe there’s a market here 
for you guys in awkward classrooms 
around the world? 


With love, 
Red 


Thanks, Red. | moved around a 
lot as a kid and missed both driv- 
ers and sex ed repeatedly. Lucky 
for me the same principles and 
techniques apply to both and | 
was able to get my license at 17. 


| always wanted my first sexual 
partner to be a daughter of one of 
my favourite wrestlers. Roddy Piper, 
perhaps. | wanted to look upon a 
soft approximation of his face during 
our lovemaking, so that | wouldn’t 
be scared. 


Padje 
Great. Just great. 


Call me. -CZ 


Dearest Pervs, 

This is literally the first time | have 
ever written into a letter column in 

a comic, but | just can’t take it any- 
more. I’m just throbbing with love for 
SEX CRIMINALS, and like Jonny, 
I’m afraid of being fifty years old and 
caked in unwritten letters to comic 
books I’ve never sent. 

Matt & Chip (which sounds like the 
strangest 80’s mismatched buddy- 
cop shows ever), you are doing 

a great service to all people who 
love amazingly written, tremen- 
dously drawn, hilarious, mysterious, 
oddly-moving-and-heartfelt. sexy 
comics storytelling. As if you aren’t 
doing enough damage to my pitiful 


savings account on HAWKEYE and 
SATELLITE SAM, Matt, now you 
gotta get me in with probably the 
best new comic of the year. | was 
so incredibly moved (in a number 
of places) by the first issue, and 
now after reading the second, | just 
couldn't hold it in anymore. 

Bravo for a few things right off the 
bat: 

1. Dealing with burgeoning female 
sexuality in an unexpected and 
totally remarkable way. 

2. Dealing with burgeoning male 
sexuality in an unexpected and 
totally remarkable way. 

3. Making me nearly pee myself 
with laughter on almost every single 
page. 

4. Actually taking a few frames to 
deal with the unfair heaps of sham- 
ing that sex workers must have 

to put up with on a hourly basis, 
particularly on Twitter. 

5. And just for making a freakishly 
great issue of comics. 

One question, though. Who got the 
lion’s share of all of the rampant 
hilarity that takes place visually in 
Cumworld? 


And now, I’m getting out of my re- 
fractory period so that SEX CRIMI- 
NALS #8 will come even faster (and 
harder, more than likely). 

Thanks again for making great com- 
ics for adults, guys and gals. 


James Donnelly 


99.99999% of everything funny 
and wonderful in SEX CRIMI- 
NALS is from Chip. It’s one of the 
many reasons | wanted to work 
with him, let alone on a comedy 
-- he makes me laugh like a noun 
verbing an adjective and another 
noun, usually not associated with 
the first noun. 


| wrote to him early on that he 
needed to tap into his inner Will 
Elder -- and I think he more than 
did it. 


|... almost feel shame and embar- 
rassment for mentioning Will 
Elder’s name here? Maybe he’d 


have thought BIG, BLACK-ASS 
FUCKERS was funny, | dunno. 


Oh god | thought you said you 
wanted me “to tap Will Elder” oh 
god what have I done -CZ 


| was cumming of age in urban NJ 
along with my other punk buddies, 
when we stumbled upon a local 
rock quarry. Myself, along with three 
other 11 year old boys still had our 
street hockey equipment on when 
we found the litterature open ona 
pile of limestone. Swank magazine. 
Centerfold. Penetration. 


Just feet away, another lay open 
face down. Not far from that mag lay 
another and another. Like a trail of 
bread cums, they led to a box car 
sitting amongst the rubble. The door 
to said boxcar, invitingly ajar with 
books bursting from the entrance. 


Blinded by curiosity we entered 

the box to find a mountain of porn. 
We stepped onto the magazines 
which sounded like a pile of autumn 
leaves. After the astonishment of 
our discovery wore off, our eyes 
adjusted to the sunlight entering 
the boxcar. All four of us looked up 
together to see eight homeless men 
sitting on couches at the other end 
of the car. 


After staring at each other for what 
seemed like an eternity, the silence 
was broken by one of the hobos. 


“Boo!” 


We escaped the trailer, all four of 
us. Our goalie lost his blocker in the 
rush. Our defenseman gained five 
mags. Two for him, one for each of 
us. 

Teamwork. 


Thanks for letting me tell that story, 
again. 


Burns 


Do you think they called it the 
“Juice Caboose”? 


SEX TIP: Have sex with me please. 


The exploration that both Suzie 

and Jon took as teenagers in their 
“origin” stories was a lot of fun to 
read, and like most other readers, 
there was the sting of truth in pieces 
of both stories for me. In thinking 
about that, it lead me to thinking 
about the movie Don Jon. 


I’m not sure if either of you guys 
have seen the film, but | was 
surprised at what a touching sort 

of story it was. In a way, the movie 
was about the vapid sexuality that is 
shoved in our faces through various 
sources of media and how we often 
miss the most human of connec- 
tions. 


The reason these two things clicked 
for me is that | fear for teens today 
in the ways that they can explore 
and find their sexual voice. They 
have such easy access to so much 
sexual material. With too much 
regularity, | read or hear about 
teenagers being awful to each other 
sexually, and I’m afraid so many of 
them expect the real world to be like 
porno. It makes me scared to think 
of a generation of folks missing out 
on the beautiful parts of sex and the 
intimate bond it can create. 


What | love about this comic is that 
not only has it created these types 
of thoughts in my head, but it’s 
created a forum for the readers to 
have discussions like this one. It 
says something about your creation 
when it can get people thinking and 
talking on a deeper level. Looking 
forward to many more entertaining 
(and thought provoking) stories and 
letters. 


Sincerely, 
Ben 


Haven’t seen it, alas, but I’d like 
to. 


And I suspect teenagers have 
always been awful to one another 
sexually -- or rather that males 
have long preyed sexually on fe- 


NEXT ISSUE TAGS: 


males and that the lines between 
lust and power have long been 
blurred in the way that make for 
sickening outrageous rapes and 
assaults and invasions of privacy 
like the one in Steubenville and 
any other number of places. Just 
now... y’ know, teenage rapists 
have cameras in their pockets 
and social networks on which 
they brag -- and get busted. 


been thus far. If | could present my 
own sexual misadventures to one 
lucky lady in print form, | believe 

it would look something like these 
books - though maybe with more 
tears. Maybe. 


If | may, I’d like to pose 2 questions: 
1) In your infinite wisdom, what's the 
best way to pick up girls? 

2) What’s the most visually appeal- 
ing way of trimming/styling pubic 
Anyway... sexual imagery might hair for said females? 
be more easily accessible but 

| doubt the behaviors are any 
different or are more in number. 
The technology maybe makes it 
easier for cases to come to light, 
and every one of these amazing 
girls that come forward and stand 
up against rape culture encour- 
age more to come forward but... 
man, I'd just bet this generation 
is the same as the last, just with 
more selfies. 


Cheers, 
Liam McGaw 


1) “Hi.” (eye contact, engaged 
conversation follows) 


2) An Aladdin Sane lightning bolt. 
1) Give her a copy of SEX CRIMI- 


NALS #4 on sale NOVEMBER 27, 
PROBABLY! 


2) Shave it all off and glue it back 
to your body one inch to the left 
and two inches higher. -CZ 


That’s kind of a heavy thing to go 
out on. Here’s some dumb shit: 


dear letter daddies, 


what is the most awkward food to 
eat off of someone during sex from 
either experience or speculation? i 
think it’s cottage cheese (not from 
experience). 


many thanks, 
rachel r. 


Flan, DUH 


Christmas dinner with all the 
trimmings, lovingly made by your 
mother who has one month left to 
live. -CZ 


Hey guys, 


| have to confess that I’m a virgin 
when it comes to writing in to a let- 
ters column, so please go easy with 
me on my first time. 


Just wanted to commend you all 
on how fantastic Sex Criminals has 


BUS DRIVER, CHAOS, MINIVAN, 


ORCS, POT 
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